ANOTHER OLD STORY                    69

The servant begged the lady to forgive him
for having complained, in ignorance, of her son.

The lady said:" Now that you know the
truth about your master, forgive him when he
says anything that hurts you. He is my son, it
is true, but even to me he is a man to be res-
pected, I wanted you to benefit by your contact
with him. There is nothing for me to forgive in
what occurred today. The offence was mine,
Seating you before a leaf for dinner, I served you
margosa oil with this offending hand. I have to
beg you to forgive me."

The servant prostrated himself before her to
show that he understood her kindness. "You
treated me," he said," as if I were another son
and did what you did in order to save me. I only
pray you to continue to treat me as your son and
servant for evermore."